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Hugo

Nay, I cannot fathom why,
But I feel no curiosity.

Orion

Come on.   Stand close to the inner ring,
And hear how sweetly these spirits sing.

[They approach third altar.

Spirits (sing)

Around us it flashes,

The cestus of one
Born of white foam, that dashes

Beneath the white sun;
Let the mortal take heart, he

Has nothing to dare:
She is fair, Queen Astarte,

Her subjects are fair !

Orion
What see you now, friend ?

Hugo

Wood and wold,

And forms that look like the nymphs of old.
There is nothing here worth looking at twice.
I have seen enough.

Orion

You are far too nice;
Nevertheless you must look again.
Those forms will fade.

Hugo

They are growing less plain
They vanish.   I see a door that seems
To open ; a ray of sunlight gleams